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Letter from the editor 
efore august rolled around and I edited this bitch for the first time, I had no friends 
except for the ones I made through 
Friendster. Now I don’t even have those 
friends and I’m a living joke. This is my last issue 
ever to do, so I hope everybody enjoyed the eight 
issues that went out this year and thanks to every- 
one who stayed up late with me to help put it 
together every month. In particular, Gretch 
Ramke and Nick Lynton stayed up all 1 
me many many times to write things | 
and keep me awake as I did the | 
stuff. Also, I slacked off this 
it up, so he’s my co-editor this time. 
all the local bands who were willing to be in 
That’s it for me. You can catch me 
town with a bag of puffy Cheetos under my 


-Rob Bryant 
Vox Editor 
vox @wtul.fm 


Letter from the WTUL General Manager 


o this is it... my last letter from the GM. It seems like only yesterday | was being elect- 
ed (of course I ran unopposed) and starting out on my term. Twelve long, long. long 
months later and here we are. | hope you all have enjoyed the new and improved Vox. 
Personally, I feel-it gets better with each issue. But then again, I’m leaving and no one cares 
what I think anymore. So why don’t you take a second and let us know what you think. If you 
like the Vox, send us a quick email at wtul@tulane edu. Hf you have the Vox send us an email 
too. It’s the only way we'll ever Know what you guys out there think. The only other option 
we have is Marathon. Speaking of which, wow, did you guys show your support. Well that’s 
what some people say. I like to think that we guilied most of you into giving us your hard 
earned money. In all honesty though, WTUL is something truly special and definitely rare. We 
Mclo our best day in and day out to bring you tf Most innovative, and least heard music 
out there, Sometimes we succeed. Sometimes we fail. Sometimes we 
fail so bad it makes you wonder how anyone could listen to a song 
like that and think it deserves to ever be played over the airwaves. 
But then again that’s what it’s all about (and you thought it was the 
Hokey Pokey). From the bottom of my heart | want to thank you all 
for your support during this year’s Marathon, Without our listeners 
we're nothing. Thank you, thank you, thank you, I guess with that 
I'm out... 


Stephen Miles 
Outgoing General Manager 
gm@wtul.fm 


Contact us! | 
WTUL New Orleans 91.5 fm 
Tulane University Center 
New Orleans, LA, 70118 
Office: 504-865-5887 / Studio: 
vox@wtul.fm ; 
voxads @wtul,fm to advertise 
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Vox, 

Who do you think is gonna win the presidential race? 
Sincerely, 

Ted Freedman 


Well, I think the real question here is who’s gonna win 
the Trading Spaces: Home Free Contest. My vote is 
the yellow team. They add ethnic flare and funny 
accents to their rooms. -Gretchen 


Vox, 

How many indie snobs does it take to make a shitty 
‘zine every month? 

-L. 


Twenty-one according to March’s issue. How many 
indie snobs does it take to kick your ass? I guess you'll 
be finding that out soon enough. -Gretchen 


WTUL, 

Hey, dudes! How was Marathon? Keep up the good 
work! 

Your friend, 

Al 


Hey, Al. Marathon was good. How was rehab? 
—Gretchen 


VOx- 

I noticed you had a photograph of 
Nick Nolte on page 38 of the last 
issue. So, is he on your editorial 
staff now or what? Because | think 
he probably knows a little bit more 
about the sex, drugs, and rock n’ roll 
than you poseurs do. 

-Brandon A. 


ma Just because we’re more Skilled at 
drunk driving than Nolte doesn't 
dmean we couldn't have a super 
ucked up looking mug shot too. 

j Next issue: Nick Nolte vs. Nick 

a Lynton. -Gretchen 


VOX, 

I was reading the recommendation for the Calexico 
show when something caught my eye. I will quote it 
here, “Seeing Calexico play live is like eating a mon- 
strous, perfectly crafted gordita that suddenly explodes, 
leaving your face covered in ground beef, lettuce, and 
sour cream.” Maybe I’m being naive, but were you 
coming on to me? Because I don’t really know you 
that well and I’m not sure that’s appropriate. Perhaps 
you could contact me by phone and we could get 
acquainted? 

-Marcus 


I asked the author about said phrase, and he informed 
me that you are indeed mistaken and that all his spare 
affection is reserved for Burt Reynolds. Sorry. 
—Gretchen 


Vox, 

I love reading the Vox, but who has time to read nowa- 
days? Have you considered making a Vox-on-tape that 
I could listen to in the car? 

-Abram B. 


We’re working on it, but we have to finish our other 


Vox projects first: Vox in Braille, Spanish language 
Vox, and Vox: The Rock Opera. -Gretchen 
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BY GRETCHEN 


Cooking with... 


The Hazard County Girls! 


Now you may have been hoping the HCG's would tell: you ‘how tob 
have chosen to offer a cookie recipe instead. ‘Sugar is no laughi 
say....Baking is Funttt Yes, they.do take their sugar s folks. 


ue a whole cow, but alas they. 


zard County Girls 
re void of sugar — 


they often jump onto their trusty horse Wonder and gallop over to Krispy Kreme for a sugar rescue: They 
believe with all their hearts that.with proper sugar intake one can conquer all odds. You may have sam-. 

pled some of their cookies at one of their live shows. While Pumpkin Spice cookies are a crowd favorite 
the summer months call for.a flowery reeipe. You may have tasted these exact cooki : 
HCG's shows, and you can bet'that you will again. But if you just can't wait.for the 
you, well By GOD do it your self,..and here’s how. Ye, 
on... boys and girls... Lemon Rose: errones aca Cook 


WHAT YOU NEED... 

FOR THE COOKIES: | 

1/4 pound butter or (one stick o' butter) 

1 cup sugar 

1 egg 

1/2 tbsp vanilla 

1 tbsp heavy whipping cream 

1 1/4 cup flour (bread flour is best for baking) 
1/8 teaspoon salt 

1/4 teaspoon baking powder 

the zest of one lemon (grate it if you’re feeling 
wild) 


First, put on an apron, so you don't go and get 
flour all over your dandy clothing. Second, pre- 
heat your oven to 350 and do the following: cream 
the butter, and slowly add the sugar... mix until 
quite smooth. Then add the egg, cream, vanilla, 
and lemon rind. Next, in a separate bowl, mix the 
flour, salt, and baking powder, then slowly add to 
your first mixture. Blend well. Scoop out one tea- 
spoon at a time and place on cookie sheet. (Roll 
each teaspoonful into a ball if you've got all the 
time in the world.) Place on cookie sheet 1 inch 
apart. Bake 7-10 minutes or until edges are light 
brown. Put on cooling rack and get a nice bowl for 
your frosting. 


8 THE VOX 


sa ens } the Easter Bu in 


FOR THE FROSTING; 

rose water 

2 lemons 

1/2 lb butter (aka 2 sticks) 

2-3 cups confectioners sugar 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

dash o' salt : 

3 tablespoons heavy whipping cream 


Cream butter until soft and slowly add one cup 
confectioners sugar and 2 tablespoons rosewater. 
Squeeze both lemons into bow! and mix. Add 
remaining confectioners sugar and cream until you 
get your desired frosting consistency. You can 


also add food coloring for wildness. Smooth frost- 


ing over your cookies, or simply dip the cookie into 
the frosting. Then stare at them. Admire your hard 
work. Now eat as many as possible, and then lay 

on the kitchen floor and take a well deserved nap. 


Suggested baking listening: “Sabbath Bloody 


Sabbath” or “Satan is Real” by the Louvin. 
Brothers. 


EnJoy}! 
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Did You Know!!? aaa Fun Facts! 


This is only a tiny slice of all the unbelievable, wacky shit I’ve 
dug up that’s all 100% true and 110% off the wall! 


*It was once against the law to slam your car door in a city in Switzerland! 


*More people use blue toothbrushes than red ones! Sorry, red! 

*Slugs have four noses! 

*When you’re done with your coffee and cram a mucus-drenched Kleenex into the 
mug, I the dishwasher have to pull it out with my hands or a fork! 

*Bats always turn left when exiting a cave! 

*In Tokyo, they sell toupees for dogs! Is that where my toupee went?! 

*When you own a coffee shop and give your workers a raise of twenty cents over 
two years, not only do you keep your profits up but you’re an asshole! 

*In 10 minutes a hurricane releases more energy than all the nuclear weapons in 
the world combined! 

*On average, people fear spiders more than they do death! Hello? Priorities! 

*When you pee all over the toilet seat at the coffee shop, I have to wipe it up! YOUR 
urine! 

*There wasn’t a single pony in the Pony Express, just horses! 

*A snail can sleep for three years! And I thought my BROTHER was lazy! 

*A giraffe can clean it’s ears with it’s 21” tongue! Look out, girls! 


*IT am a human being you sorority slut! Refill?! 


by Rue struggla 


Dance!! 


A goose is a goose 


the Bipolaroid interview «= 


en Glover of the band 
Bipolaroid—that 84ng of psyche- 
delic rockers we have all grown to 


know and love—has recently found him- 

self in a bit of a Sticky situation. Rather 
tragically, the Polaroid C. orporation has petitioned the 
United States Patent and Trademark Office to cancel 
Bipolaroid’s federal reserved servicemark. While no 
agreement between the two Parties has been reached 
yet, Ben says he holds “optimism and confidence” that 


10 101010 


0 towards his 
. His website, www.transpar- 
entmakebelieve.com, contains plenty of information for 
all those interested in his 
chance 


How did you come up with the name of your band? 


About the first year after I moved here, I was 
in my kitchen racking my brain for a band 
name, when my girlfriend of the time said 
“the alternate Bipolaroid.” She later told me 
what she really said was “the alternate Bob 
Pollard,” as in the man behind Guided By 
Voices. But it was definitely Bipolaroid. 
Either I misheard her or she misspoke. 
Regardless, I wanted to see that band play, so 
I started it. 


Bip0 tar Ost 
ref Ogts 


Why can’t multi-million dollar corpora- 
tions have a sense of humor? 


I think multi-million dollar corporations DO 
have a sense of humor. If I say I have $$$ in 
the bank, oh just kidding I’m bankrupt. 
That’s funny. For some reason when a corpo- 
ration says that no one laughs. 


~ 


| 
4 
i 
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“Uol.1”, the band’s cd of rarities, live cuts, 
etc., is available when you donate $10 or 
more to the band’s legal fund. Visit 


www.transparentmakebelieve.com. 


bis oe 


Hmm, okay. In the press release you sent 
out regarding the situation, you act as if 
you were previously unaware that the 
word “polaroid” is nestled within the wor 
“bipolaroid.”” Who are you trying to fool? 


debuting under the pseudonym “Televisionaries” 
on Friday May 14th at Lounge Lizards, so what- 
ever happens there will be the band. 


Bipolaroid can be found on the web as a 
generic term for a medical condition, I kid 


you not. It’s also the name and servicemark In the press release, you also write that anyone 
' the United States government issued me; willing to donate $500 to your legal fund can 
|... whether or not there is such a thing as a ...... have a song written for them about whatever 
[ Polaroid company selling cameras was not “he or she wants. For a split second, imagine = ~~ 
the issue. In the press release, I was just that The Vox gave you $500 and we wanted a 


song written about our magazine. Can you 
give us a sample verse? 


pointing out the legitimate and fair uses. We 
all know the definition of “bipolar” and the 
suffix “-oid”. 

Actually it was a $1,000, ic. Momus, but I'll cut 
it to $500 if you want half a song. Either that, or 
I get to own half the copyright. But I must also 
advise you 


If you’re forced to give up the name 
Bipolaroid, do you think it’s within your- 
self to rename your band? Can it be the 
same under another name? . 

that the other Vox magazine might send you a 
cease and desist also, so you might be wasting 
your money, unless you think you can sell the 
"song to them for more. 


A goose is a goose, no matter what you call 
“it. Corporations come and go. Band names 

‘come and go too, but my songs will always 

be there, and I can always write more, unless 


someone tries to sue me like John Fogerty. I “Letters from no one/Printed, unread” 
have some indie labels wanting to put some 
of the band’s upcoming material out and I ~ Sorry, I can only make fun of you for free. -_——-. 


have an all new lineup of the group I’m 


CAMPHRELI 
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by Nick Lynton Louie has put out five full-lengths with other groups, 


and in not too long the 6th album, as he explains 
below, should be hitting the streets. King Louie has 

_ played—or is playing —with countless bands, from the 

_ Headwoundz, the Persuaders, and the Exploding 
Hearts to Bad Times, Kajun SS, and the Clickems, but 
right now he seems to have two definite areas of musi- 
cal concentration— most namely, Kondor and the King 
Louie One Man Band. He can handle the drum set 
and the guitar—and as he proves with his One Man 
Band project, he’s not bad at playing both instruments 
simultaneously. King Louie currently lives out in 


n not too long, I imagine, it’ll be safe to call 
King Louie a true legend of the New Orleans 
rock and roll scene. There’s one catch, 
though— many people around town don't even 
know who King Louie is. For those who do, 
however, King Louie is probably most easily 
identified as the drummer for the Royal Pendletons, but 
as you listen to him talk about his many musical 
endeavors, it is obvious he puts a lot more emphasis on 
the countless other sides of his musical career. King 


Harahan with his girlfriend Choo Choo, and I got a 
chance to catch up with Louie and ask him a few ques- 
tions. 


So what’s your number one musical priority right 
now? Is it hard balancing Kondor with the King 
Louie One Man Band? And what should people be 
looking out for in the near future? 

Kondor is the main focus of all my energy. I don’t 
even really book many King Louie One Man Band 
(KLOMB) shows. And when I do, I don’t even put up 
flyers. I just see who walks in off the street. It’s 
always fun to have five or six drunks asking the bar- 

’ tender if they can turn on the jukebox and throwing 
quarters at me to shut the fuck up. I never do though. 

I just keep bashing the shit cans and murdering my gui- 
tar. Most of the KLOMB shows I do are for people’s 
parties. I like playing barbeques i 
and birthday parties. I used to 
tour with KLOMB a lot, but I 
got-sick of coming home and not 
having a place to live again and 
again. But now it’s been a while 
and I’m itching for the road! 
 Kondor has been in the making _ 
for a year now, and this summer 
we're doing this LP. We’ve 
been working on just getting the 
big bird to.fly. Jeth-Row 
Records made a promise and a 
drunken handshake to put out 
Kondor’s first LP, so I’m gonna 
hold “em to it. 


What’s holding you back from doing the next King 
Louie One Man Band’ record? I know you’ve got 
the songs written... 

The only thing holding up the recording of the new 
KLOMB album, which is gonna be called Chinese 
Crawfish, is the fact that.I can’t afford to take Art 
Boonparn out to Pancho’s as payment for the record- 
ing. But it won't take long to maké the record. Just 
hang a few mics and press record. Savage Records and 
Kryptonite Records, who put out the Jesus Loves My 
One Man Band record, are ready for it. KLOMB has- 


n’t even recorded since that Jesus Loves LP way back _ 


in 1999. I think a KLOMB record every five years is 
just enough for the world. My guess is that Chin 

ese Crawfish will hit the streets in October. Also, Jeth- 
Row Records wants to put out a Kajun SS album. 
That'll probably take no time to do either. Kajun SS is 
a side band I’m doing with Jason Panzercraft, Chad 
from Mangina and the Scripts, and Paul from Die 
Rottz. I figure we’ll be broken up by the time the LP 


“| make records. 
Vinyl records. | 
feel like this is the 


way | experience 
music best.” 


goes to press. I was in a country-rock band called 10-4 
Backdoor when I lived in Portland, Oregon a while 
back, and our 7” just got released, and I don’t even 
have a copy of it yet. That happens to me all the time. 
I just got a copy of the last Persuaders record this year, 
and it was sent off four years ago. 


What’s your take on releasing your albums on CD 
versus releasing them on vinyl? 
I make records. Vinyl records. I feel like this is the 
way I experience music best. I want people to feel the 
same way about my music when they hear it. If some- 
one wants to buy a CD of my music, that’s fine, but in 
my eyes it is definitely a secondary format. It’s differ- 
ent than when people used to buy albums on cassette 
tape, cause it was easy to listen to in the-car. But it’s 
not the official document. CD’s are good for a long 
retrospective of a band’s career. 
But to use a CD just to say here’s 
the next ten.songs we have is 
/ lame. I’ve worked really hard to 
make sure that all of my record- 
ings see the light of day at some 
point on vinyl. I’ve done six full- 
length albums and every one sells 
a bit better than the last one. The 
Jesus Loves My One:Man Band 
LP is going into its third pressing, 
while the CD is still sitting in ~ 
boxes somewhere in Oregon. For 
the exception of the help from 
Multiball Records, who have real- 
ly helped out a lot, all the tours that I’ve done have 
been due to the fact that I’ve put out vinyl records. | 
trust labels like Savae, Kryptonite, Solid Sex Lovie 
Doll, Jeth-Row and Goner. Therapeutic has always 
been in my corner too. And Michael Bateman better 
get that Headwoundz 7” out soon! But anyway, the 
only time any one really offers to do a CD for me is 
when they see that one of my bands has unloaded a 
few copies on vinyl anyway. The whole collector 
scene is aggravating though. Sometimes it takes a - 
while to even get copies of my records for myself. But 
1 know that vinyl is the best representation of what I 
do. What it all boils down to is that a vinyl record is a 
better product than a CD. 
So you don’t have any extra copies of the King 
Louie the 69" and the Harahan Crack Combo 7” 
laying around that I could get from you? 
Why don’t you just steal one from WTUL? That’s 
what everyone else used to do! I probably brought 8 


copies to the station back in the day, and each time I 


91.5 fm p.13 


t 
' 


gave a copy to WTUL, it got ganked. 


That’s not too surprising —sometimes the good stuff 
really goes fast. But I heard that Quintron joined 
the Kondor line-up, which should be great. Seeing 
that Kondor’s your main focus right now, do you 
want to say anything else about the band? What’s 
your overall feeling about Kondor? 

I love playing with Kondor. Kondor has always been 
playing a game of catch-up. Every time we get a show, 


we either lose a member or add a member or have 
nowhere to practice, but. we somehow pull it together 
and try to fly. I’ve been writing a lot of country stuff 
lately: Jherri and Dustin have managed to put a solid 
R&B backbone to our music and that’s how we’ve 
been sounding for a year now. We recently added Matt 
Powell on guitar and slide. He’s working out well, just 
putting some gool ol’ stank into the music. But yeah, 
Mr. Quintron has come on board too. He definitely 
adds a layer of soul to the band. We are playing at the 


Spellcaster on May 6th, and that will be his first show 
with us. Kondor is gonna start recording as soon as he 
gets his touring out of the way, and this time I’m going 
to take the band to a ftal studio. I’ve never recorded in 
a studio that wasn’t part of a shed or a bathroom. 
There has also been some interest in getting out of 


14 


town for a few shows, too. Jackson, Memphis, Atlanta, 
and maybe Lafayette. 


‘What do you think of the music scene in New 


Orleans these days? What bands or musicians do 
you think are doing things right? 

I think that right now the punk scene is great. You can 
actually go to a punk show and it’s just that. A punk 
show. Bands like Die Rottz-and the Scripts are right 
up there with any band that played in this town from 


°76 to °81; For years, there weren’t even enough bands 
to have a real show. You would have to see punk 
bands with metal bands with indie bands—but I think 
there is something to be said for that too. I liked the 
fact that people had to experience something that they 
usually would not. But I’m also glad that punk groups 
have a regional sound of their own now. I like the hard 
rock and roll stuff in New Orleans. The 


-Macgillicuddys did rock and roll right. They’re my 


favorite band from New Orleans ever; and I’m gonna 
do everything I can to make sure that all of their 
recordings eventually get released. 


What do you think of the metal scene? 
Metal music in this scene has peeled off into so many 
factions. I like the street-level bands like Hawg Jaw 


Continued on page 16 
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Thursday April 22nd 
Susan Cowsill 
Friday April 23rd 


Eric Lindell 
Saturday April 24th 
The Happy Talk Band 


Sunday April 25th 
Glynn Styler presents 


The Cler 
Monday April 26th 


1| 5 Point Band 6-9om 
LAZY LESTER 


with Lit" BUCK SENIGAL (11pm) 


Thursday April 29th 


Cedryl Ballou 


& the Zydeco Trendsetters 
featuring Classie Ballou 


Friday April | 30th 


Saturday May 1st 


Royal Pendletons 


| Sunday May 2nd 


Lost Bayou 
Ramblers 


mA AAALAAAA 
1032 ST CHARLES 
(on LEE CIRCLE) 
504.588.2616 


Continued from page 14 


and Eye Hate God and Mangina. Although the music 
sounds different than the stuff I do, I feel like the roots 
are coming from the same place I came from—punk 
music. I have no use for bands that sit in some prac- 
tice space and do long division problems. Life is hard 
enough without having mix together music and math. 
School sucks and music is my escape from that. I want 
to be supportive of everything the kids do, but some- 
times it’s hard to, especially when these teenage metal 
kids come into the hardware store where I work and 
want me to find screws to fix their seven-string guitar. 
Why the fuck do you need a seven-string guitar!? I’ve 
been told it has something to do with tuning down low 
and sounding real heavy. But that makes me think the 
point of heavy music is being missed altogether. The 
whole reason kids tuned down their guitars in the first 
place was spawned by a revolution of the mind. They 
were making their guitars do something that they were 
never intended for, and that’s what metal and punk and 
rock and roll is really about. 


I think everyone was really shocked when they 
heard about the Exploding Hearts tragedy last July. 
Most people probably don’t know that you were 
involved with those guys. What do you have to say 
about your role in the band? 

The Exploding Hearts were a dream that has turned - 
into a nightmare. I played keyboards for them, sang 
back-up, and wrote a lion’s share of their songs. But 
I’m not really comfortable talking about them. I love 
those kids though. I really love those kids. 


Finally, I have to ask you about the hardware store 
you mentioned earlier. Louie’s Hardware out in 
Harahan—how does it feel to have a hardware store 
named after you? 

It’s fun. I like to throw irate customers out of the store, 
and the namesake just fuels it for me. It’s my opinion 
that the customer—much like the audience at the Kajun 
SS show—has become my enemy. Welcome to 
Louie’s Hardware, get the fuck out!!! 
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* BASIN ST RECORDS PRESENTS SRD ANNUAL 
Laue PARTY FOR PATTI 
WM Denese ANDRE aa 
* WTUL PRESENTS 
DEATH CAB FOR CUTIE ¢9# 
+BEN KWELLER UW 
+PeEDRO THE LION 


HOWLIN WOLF & HEADZ UP PRESENTS 
FUTURE PRIMITIVE SOUND SESSION £4; 
DJ's RADAR, FAUST & SHORTY, 4/24 
ROMANOWSKI, QUEST, ZEPH, AZEEM : 
PLUS LIVE GRAFFITI BY DOZE GREEN 


VERY SPECIAL LATE NIGHT GUESTS 
DJ SPOOKY + MING & FS 


BANYAN €@ 
+HAIRY APES BMX N@ 
unconsciousmusic / ARTIST VILLAGE Presents 
ERIC KRASNO, GEORGE PORTER JR, 
RUSSELL BATISTE, IVAN NEVILLE 
he & IAN NEVILLE WITH J-INFINITE PLUS VERY SPECIAL GUESTS 
YS BUCKETHEAD'S GIANT ROBOT ft 
“ag (BUCKETHEAD/BRAIN/BUTTHOUSE) id 
ie +PUNCH PEOPLE 


FR 
4/23 
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COL. BRUCE HAMPTON, JIMMY HERRING, OTEIL: 
BURBRIDGE, JEFF SIPE, COUNT M'BUTU, JEFF 
MOZIER, JOHNNY NEEL, DAVID BLACKMON, BRYAN LOPES 
JOHNNY VIDACOVICH, GEORGE PORTER JR, IVAN NEVILLE, 
THERESA ANDERSSON, SHANE THERIOT + SPECIAL GUESTS!!! 


DJ Z-TRIP (faa 

+SOUL OF JOHN BLACK URUibas 

+SAM KINNINGER * 
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ay COWBOY MOUTH 
we +BENJY DAVIS PROJECT > 
ARTICLE @ 


» ZIGABOO'S 
FUNK REVUE 


tt tt 


SU 
5/0 
1AM 


FO FIGHTERS 


VERSION 2.0 
By Miss Cass 


As Jazz Fest approaches, the Crescent City 
explodes into a musical free-for-all, with every club 
and venue booked with phat beats and stellar line- Despite its ghettolicious location, the Hi-Ho 
ups to lure even the most novice hipster away from fills with crowds rockin’ out to local acts just 
the dread of spring finals. Your favorite private eye barely under the radar. 

put her scene-sleuth skills to the test once again to Party People: An insane mix of hipsters, 
bring you the second installment of the hippest, ravers, punks, hippies, and everyone.in 
hottest, and most happenin’ joints in town. Gather between. Anything goes is the vibe, and I do 
the damies, dress to impress, and take to the streets. mean anything... 

Show the DJs some love and remember... there’s Phat Beats: The weekly lineup is as eclectic as 
NO PARKING on the dance floor... the clubbers. Monday through Sunday is 

ss packed with diverse weeklies and live acts. 
TwiRoPa Mills , From drum’n’bass to heavy metal to hip hop, 
1544 Tchoupitoulas the Hi-Ho has it all, just pick a night. Some of 
www.twiropa.com my favorite regulars include Murder Band, 
Phat Vibes: Right before you get to the posh Antenna One, Cire, and The Green Hit. 

“white people projects” where Tchoups meets the Sundays: Supersonic Solid Gold Sundays with 
I-10, you'll find a warehouse manufacturing some MC Trachiotomy. 10:30 p.m. 

of the hottest shows in town. Wide, polished spaces Wednesdays: Head Nod Ish with Handlz. 

and plush intimate hideaways accentuate the club’s Downbeat acid jazz and rare grooves. Super 
industrial feel. The setup is streamlined, with three chill. 

unique bars giving way to a large staging area, with Fridays: DJ Proppa Bear presents Bassbin 
great sight lines and structural accents that add an Safari. Drum’n’bass and jungle. 

intimate vibe to all of their shows. 

Party People: Twiropa is home to the “beautiful 
people.” Fresh young faces in fashionable digs 
pack the dance floor, notorious for hottie-hunting. 
Phat Beats: TwiRoPa hosts some of the biggest 
names in underground electronic and experimental 
sounds. Their Jazzfest rostet includes local and 
national acts to keep the party goin’ deep into the 
morning hours. 

Thursdays: Leighties night. 80s dance hits and 
drunk chicks. 

Fridays: Factory 1544. Late night high-energy 
dance with DJ Infinite. 
Saturdays: Tumbao! Latin night with live music 
and DJs. | ‘ 


Shiloh 

4529 Tchoupitoulas 
Phat Vibes: Sarah LaRock, fellow Tulane stu- 
dent and kick-ass homegirl, described Shiloh 
as a Manhattan-esque club, with a definite New 
York hipster vibe. The low ceilings, haze of 
smoke, and hot bartenders add to the chicness 
of this two-room venue. See some “chillinz 
did” in the blue-lit back room, or dance your 
ass of in the main room, different types of 
music creating diverse vibes in both spaces. 
Party People: The hip, the mod, and the fabu- 
lous occupy the club into the latest of nighttime 
hours, a general sampling of the young and the 
beautiful. 

Phat Beats: A taste of it all—hip hop, reggae, 
electronica, raregroove, and the newest beats 
in underground sound, 

Last Saturday of Every Month: Underground 
House amd Hip-Hop/Raregroove. Super hot, 
this is agnust-attend weekly. DJs Marcus, 
Jennifer Lusker, and DJ Kenetic mix live for 


Hi Ho Lounge 

2239 St. Claude Ave. 
www.hiholounge.com 
Phat Vibes: I’ve got to give props to my man 
Cristo and MC Proppa Bear for turning this shady, 
dirty hole-in-the-wall into a hipster hotspot. 


e Life anc 
Times of Clare 
Louise Wehrle 


lor quite some time, Clare Louise Wehrle f 
has been a victim of CIA torture with mind 
control technology. The torture, she 
admits, is hard to describe with words, but 
she says that it can range from “high-speed 
particles ripping and twisting through brain 
tissue, causing jerking, displacement, and 
convulsions” to “sexual penetration with energy and 
other sexual harassment.” Her journey has been long, 
tragic, and undoubtedly strange, but she now finds her- 
self residing in New Orleans. She was homeless in 
New York City not too long ago, living in the subway 
system, and when there was a subway workers strike 
around Christmas 2002, she headed south to New 
Orleans “in order to not catch pneumonia from the ele- 
ments or be incarcerated by well-meaning cops taking 
me off the street.” Now in her 50’s, she says that her 


For 27 years, I, like oth- 
ers, have been a victim of 
HCIA techno-torture by 
mind control technology— 
including nuclear sources, chips 


and other substances, even including bombardment 
with synthetic repugnant body odor, propelled by 
nuclear energy. They’ve also targeted me with crime 
and violence by both conventional and technological 
means, suppression of free speech and communication, 
the sacrifice of civil liberties (including years of unjust 
" incarceration) and many surveillance methods. They’ ve 
housing situation has improved greatly, and tries to also attempted to murder me several times, but I main- 
keep a low profile in the city. Ms. Werhle, and the tained a struggle long enough to escape. 

countless others have experienced similar torture, have | ¥ At the outset, I was a researcher at Stanford 

often found the press unwilling to cooperate. The Vox, Wj University and scholarship doctoral student. 

however, wants to change that. Wehrle approached My ex-boyfriend was hired by the CIA in 1973 and 
WTUL over a year ago, trying to get her story out to soon circulated with top-level CIA officials in San 

the public, and we now find ourselves able to help her Francisco, as well as Clare Booth Luce, a former CIA 
_cause What follows is a glimpse of her life experi- correspondent. He shot himself in 1975, a death attrib- 
ences, written by herself. If you think you may be a uted to the CIA by some. Shortly afterward, they 
victim of techno-torture, or simply are curious about began to zap me at Stanford, although I did not know 
he subject, we recommend that you point your he had died at the time, having fled an explosive situa- 
browsers to www.eharassment.ca for more information. @MMtion in which he was armed and had amnesia. He may 
even have been under CIA programming. In 1977, they 
used a considerable dose of energy to jolt me, knocking 
me off my bike on the campus. I left on a medical 
leave of absence and was never able to return, due to 


continued zapping. 


example, to obliterate 
guilt in their personnel 
,and collaborators. 
There is increasing 
evidence that they are 
applying certain mind 
control technology to 
concrete political ends, 
such as anti-feminism, 
perhaps to obtain some 
covert public support 
base. This includes the 
use of micro and nano- 
chips on little girls to 
lower their IQs. This is 
being done widely, as 


often cannot. 


During the years that followed, I was under 
continuous attack, not only by zapping, but by a 
slew of crimes and rights violations, including 
years of unjust incarceration. This was too much 
to have occurred by mere chance. Any important 
communications and writing were routinely stolen 
for 26 years, until I recently had the good fortune 
to access electronic methods, and benefit from the 
‘democratic technology of the Internet. They 
zapped me on public terminals for years so that I 
could not use them. Anyone too poor for a home 
PC may thus be silenced. I have also been a vic- 
tim of constant mail theft and the confiscation of 
documents and evidence by police and the psychi- 
atric system. This included my Ph.D. pre-disserta- ‘ 
tion research, “Public Information on Radiation.” 
Not only are an unknown number of mind 
control victims being perpetually tortured, but the 
CIA has been distributing micro- and nano-chips 
which can condition thought, influence thought 
processes, and reduce mental acuity (each chip is 
programmed differently). They can be used, for 


children are less capable of recognizing an artifi- 
cial intervention than an adult—and even adults 


There are reports that they are conditioning 
some women to become prostitutes and also of 
forced prostitution, or “white slavery.” This can be 
_used as a work incentive for their male collabora- 
tors. If it increases, it will also undermine the sta- 
tus of women. They use covert microwave com- | 
munication here for solicitation to prostitution and 
perverse sex acts. Minors may be potential targets. @ 

Of all that the CIA has done to me, torture 
with nuclear materials and micro- and nano-chips 
has been the worst. This technology should not be 
overlooked. Nuclear substances with both long and 
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short half-lives are used in this torture — primarily 3 
through penetration of the brain with nuclear particles. 


' Ps This is totally against nature because 
felel 4 magic radioactivity does not load in the brain 
naturally but passes through it. The 
has always CIA can cause this loading with chips, 
sought con- ieee 
Tot | td cage geass pa : 
trol over the spirit of 
th h which was in itself torture. This is 
aqnoiner, wnereas 
white magic specifies 
a renunciation of such 
domination.” 


4d 


worse now. Long half-lives were 
placed on my body a number of times, 
starting in 1998. On most occasions, 
this was done in medical exams under 
psychiatric force. These are placed 
directly on radiosenstive areas or used 
for transfer to the brain or vagina by 
chip. These substances would be 
remaining there if I were not using certain procedures 
to circumvent this. However, these defenses are 
monopolizing and would be prohibitive in any normal 
framework. 

Make no mistake. Mind control technology is 
satanic in both origin and goals, demonstrated by its 
Nazi roots. Black magic has always sought control 
over the spirit of another, whereas white magic speci- 
ies a renunciation of such domination. Nuclear-based 
echnology should also be considered in any assess- 
ment of mind control. However, the entire panoply of 
methodologies is satanic. 


THE BEST OF THE BEST: 


the Brotzmann Chicago Tentet 


at the Contemporary Arts Center, April 6th, 2004 


by Rodney Bickham 

am immediately thankful that this show is at the 

Contemporary Arts Center, where a wet bar is pres- 

ent, but is not, as in the case of clubs, oppressively 

influencing the situation. The music is at the center 
of focus, even well before the musicians have played their 
first notes. Some of the musicians are available in the 
lobby, selling recent recordings and socializing. I mistake 
Paal Nilssen-Love, the drummer from Norway sitting in 
for Hamid Drake on this tour, for one of the audience 
members—perhaps a Loyola student. These guys seem 
very relaxed, very down to earth; they allow themselves to 
be human in public, which is more rare than you would 
think in the world of music today. These are guys you 
can easily picture with their feet up, a beer in hand, sport- 
ing jeans and tennis shoes with their shirts out—they just 
so happen to have superlative skills in their respective 
instruments. Reedist KenVandermark is handling the CD 
sales, sitting in the lobby kiosk talking with fellow reedist 
Mats Gustafsson and cellist Fred Lonberg-Holm 

The lobby starts to fill as show time nears, and the 
procession into the dark gallery of the CAC begins. The 
room fills quickly and happily, with an excellent genera- 
tional mix present in the audience. Brétzmann is cool and 
collected as he and the rest of his all-star band—all lead- 
ers in their own right—assemble on the stage to the 
sounds of the crowd’s warm greetings. Brétzmann was 
originally a visual artist and is a self-taught saxophonist. 
He is one of the few devotees’ of Albert Ayler who do not 
rely purely on raw emotive power, still capable of distine- 
tive and sustained melodic inventiveness within the con- 
text of free jazz. There are a few whispers among the 
crowd concerning the fact that the Tentet is only com- 
posed of nine members, but Brétzmann won’t address the 
absence of Mars Williams until the end of the gig. 

The horn players of the group begin the night’s musi- 
cal torrent. After an interesting, syncopated set of notes 
and noises, the rhythm section takes control. On top of 
the two drummers, Paal Nilssen-Love and Michael 
Zerang, and bassist Kent Kessler, cellist Fred Lonberg- 
Holm, a student of both Morton Feldman and Anthony 
Braxton, lays down an incredible solo on his electrified 
cello, making it sound like a bass, a piano, a violin, a gui- 
tar—however you read it, it starts the show off with a 
bang. Brétzmann, Gustafsson and Vandermark eventually 
return to the mix, joining the group’s thunderous 
polyrhythmic assault. At this point, I know we are all 
about to experience a show that will leave our heads not 
with words but rather reverberations, a result of this aural 
feast of unpredictable music. 


Anyone who is familiar with Brétzmann’s career as 
one of the world’s most intense improvisers is surely 
pleasantly surprised with not only his compositional 
sophistication but also his control of the music. The 
liveliest interplay of the set proves to be between 
Brotzmann, the practiced veteran who stands almost 
motionless and unleashes sounds that move down into the 
gut-bucket and then up into the heavens, and Mats 
Gustafsson a man who plays the saxophone like a punk 
rocker plays his guitar. Gustafsson is scrambling eggs, 
crashing dishes against walls, howling as if a wolf is 
inside him—his whole body a weathervane in the musical 
storm. Ken Vandermark is animated indeed, but 
Gustafsson is a crowd-pleasing dervish for two full, meaty 
sets. From the other side of the stage, trombonist Jeb 
Bishop is signaling to his musical partners-in-crime with a 
pronounced degree of precision. 

It is as if lightening is flashing as the players build on 
top of each other’s sounds. Overall, the musicians them- 
selves seem to have the most fun with a Lonberg-Holm 
composition at the beginning of the second set called “Light 
Box,” where a contraption with different colored lights is 
used to signal different stages of the 
compositions and different instru- 
ments. Throughout the evening, Joe 
McPhee mostly plays the pocket trum- 
pet— an incredibly difficult instrument 
to play well—and he shows exquisite 
control, using its tone to highlight and 


* 
“i. 


enhance the fuller sounds of the horn 
section. He waits until the second set 
for his chance to show off 
his elegant tenor work. 

Maybe you're like 
me. If so, at the end of the 
show, you feel a kind of 
benevolent mental exhaus- 
tion—a catharsis, if you 
will. You feel a need to 
find different recordings of i 
all these guys. You feel 
that Ken Vandermark did # 
indeed deserve that f 
McArthur Genius award. 
You think about visiting 
Chicago during the next 
Jazz festival there. And 
you remember exactly why 
you started like this stuff 
in the first place. 
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PARTY LIRE A 
DRONE-FUCKER: 


DONALD MILLER’S 
PARTY CLASSIQUES 


’ 


Well, well, well, Donald’s got some attitude. How litile faith hatheth he in the diligent researchers, interns, and 


‘act-checkers. of the mighty VOX! 


Read his opening comments below and you'll see what we're talking about. It’s 


okay, though, we're willing to cut the man some slack. This guitar-slinger extraordinaire, who, according to Sonic 
Youth’s Thurston Moore, is “the most crack’d gtrist in the known universe,” has been sonically terrorizing the 
masses for decades now, gaining his ‘highest level of notoriety for his sax-sax-guitar trio, Borbetomagus, a protop- 
unk freejazz mindfuck skullkrush that formed -way back in. 1979 in the great state of New York. He’s since reestab- 
lished himself in New Orleans, where, as expected, no one really cares about his Jazz Fest-unfriendly musical past. 
His latest in-town musical manifestation, The Death Posture, still, however, finds Donald in top musical form. Go 
check them out and get yr mind blown, ya heard? Anyway, this is really an advice column of sorts. If you’re plan- 
ning a party and want to know how to get it started Donald Miller-style, grab a pencil and paper, for you, my 


riend, have lots to learn. 


will assume that I have been afforded an 

appropriate introduction for The Vox reader- 

ship; and will also assume that, written by 

some TUL turk flunky, that the biographical 

data afforded you on my musical history and 
accomplishment is 90% inaccurate if not complete 
horseshit. Howoverunderandsidewaysdown, I begin 
with the requisite Borbetomagus party favorites; these 
are the albums and tunes which Jim Sauter, Don 
Dietrich and I would slap on over a bottle of bourbon 
(brand varied) and beer after almost every of our 
rehearsals in “79-’80. 


Art Ensemble of Chicago, “Theme de Yoyo”, from 
Les Stances A Sophie 

The AEC doubleplusgoodplus Lester’s old lady 
Fontella “Rescue Me!” Bass belting out one of the 
most complexly written pre-Angry ait Gil Scott 
funk #s of evertime. 


MCS, “Rocket Reducer No.2 (Rama Lama Fa Fa 
Fa)”, from Kick Out The Jams 

And you figgered it would be “Starship”! Well, close, 
but history bears out that Don Dietrich is also a hot- 
shot rock’n’roll guitarist, and had an MCS cover band 
in high school before yr PARENTS were born. 


Albert Ayler, “New Generation’’, from New Grass 
Albert’s go-go album, ergo one of the greatest Great 
Mistakes ever put to vinyl. Peerless. 


Muddy Waters, “‘Let’s Spend the Night youl 
from Electric Mud 

The idea of Muddy covering The Stones is tough 
enough to swallow, but Pete Cosey’s inyrface lead 
guitar unrepentantly mixed up in front of and some- 
times over Muddy’s over-reverbed vocals means a 
track tougher than anything Beefheart. 


Velvet Underground, “I Heard Her Call My 
Name” and “Sister Ray”, from White Light/White 
Heat 
Greatest rock’n’roll ever recorded. Ever. I knew this 
when I first heard it at 16 in 1974. I am the only per- 
son to pass Lester Bang’s “Side Two of WL/WH 
Test’ —he was an auxiliary member of my old band 
Sick Dick & the Volkswagens. 


The Stooges, “1970”, “Funhouse”, and “L.A. 
Blues” from Funhouse 

By this point we just let this second side play out, and 
just as well. 


Yoko Ono, ““Why” from Plastic Ono Band 
Another of the greatest rock’n’roll albums of all time, 


and anyone saying “It’s like Sonny Sharrock jamming 
with the B-52s!” deserves a death sentence. 


Captain Beefheart & the Magic Band, “Alice in 
Blunderland”’, from The Spotlight Kid 

Trout Mask, Mirror Man, Personal, and Decals all got 
goodly shrift during this period, but “Blunder” and 


“Bug-eyed Beans” would get particular musicianly 
guitar-bent) scrutiny, and dancing. 


***This section is reserved for “Kia's Picks”, or spe- 
cial numbers that get my mama cat into a special 
meow-back repartee with my stereo’s speakers. 


“Tmitation of the roedeer’’, “Imitation of the musk 


deer”’, “Imitation of reindeer’’, “Imitation of owl’, 
“Tmitation of wolf’s howl’, “Appeal to the patron of 
hunters before the bear hunt’’, and “Reindeer 
herder’s calls to the reindeer” from Tuva: Voices 
rom the Center of Asia 

A Smithsonian Folkways field recording of the original 
Siberian/Mongol throat singing you can even hear a 
sextegenerian Robert Plant attempting these days. 


Mats Gustafsson, “Lars develops Arachnophobia in 
Amerika”, from The Education of Lars Jerry 
Sweden’s gift to supersax dementia, and Kia does her 
feline version of ape trying to out-high-I it. 


Mad Sick Head Nuh Good 


DJ DANISH TAKES YOU ON A TOUR OF DANCEHALL REGGAE 


DANCEHALL REGGAE HAS ALWAYS BEEN 
very reflective of the current social norms in Jamaica. 
Every few months or so, a new catch phrase (often 
with an accompanying dance) is explored ad nauseam 
by the dancehall fraternity. This might be derived from 
a hit movie or talk show, but it always stems from 
some colloquial expression. In the mid-nineties, it was 
the era of the “‘skettel” —a Jamaican expression for a 
“loose” female —but these days it’s all about “Mad 
Sick, Head Nuh Good” and “Head Gone.” 

It’s okay if you don’t understand right away. The 
expression “mad sick” or “head gone” has to do with a 
state of insanity —or in a less extreme and more likely 
case, a state of inebriation. It’s a state of heightened 
perception you can gain while being at a wicked party 
with the right vibes, under your high grade or your 
stout, and...you’re just...your head gone! You never 
know what could happen—the dancehall queen in her 
green wig with matching fishnet stockings might just 
embark upon some amazing acrobatic feats, or your 
favorite blonde-haired dancehall performer may climb 
the scaffolding at a stage show like a stark, raving mad 
man. However and whenever it manifests itself, you’ll 
just know it. 

For decades, Jamaican popular music has been 
driven by truly independent producers and record 
labels—for example, the legendary King Jammy 
pressed dubs and recorded artistes on his riddims in a 
studio at his home in Waterhouse, Kingston. Dancehall 
music is undergoing a revolution right now. Renowned 


ethnomusicologist Steve Barrow has already penned 
Jamaica as being the number one producer of recorded 
music per capita, with several new singles always 
dropping on a weekly basis. With the current interest 
of mainstream urban America in dancehall music, the 
pace has gotten even more frenzied, with an almost 
intimidating number of riddims, singles, and new 
dances to keep up with the trend. Suffice it to say that 
the big dances at end of last year were the “mad sick, 
head nuh good” (holding the back of the head and 
snapping it forward as if to force oneself out of a daze) 
and the “head gone” (a forward arm motion to imitate 
throwing the head off the neck). Perhaps a case of life 
imitating art? 

The “dance” had always been an integral part of 
the dancehall. Believe me when I say there is a dance 
for everything under the sun. Jamaican dances range 
from the timeless skank and the heal and toe to the 
Jerry Springer and the Starry Angel, and even more 
recently the Signal de Plane and the Scoobie Doo. 
Trust me, mad sick head nuh good! The dances them- 
selves are certainly nothing you would see at your local 
theatre, but they are works of art in their own right, 
providing simple motions for the crowd to do that only 
achieve full effect when everyone does it in a synchro- 
nized fashion. 

Having sprung from the same seed, dancehall and 
hip-hop have always been like estranged step-brothers 
that only from time to time acknowledge their common 
parentage. The bidirectional influences stem from the 
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eighties, with artistes such as Yellowman and KRS-One 
incorporating elements of both genres into their music. 
But this musical brotherhood has been re-fostered dur- 
ing this current dancehall revolution, with many 
American producers sampling dancehall beats in their 
music, and plenty of collaborations between hip hop 
and dancehall artistes. There’s even a somewhat dis- 
turbing kinship between Lil’ Jon and Elephant Man. 

Having learned from the lessons of the past, the 
dancehall artistes that have garnered recent crossover 
appeal are not diluting their product. For instance, take 
the “Energy God” himself, Elephant Man—his latest 
album features only two hip-hop collaborations, one of 
which Is “Shake that Booty,” a Southern-rap tune fea- 
turing Kiprich, Bone Crusher and Lil’ Jon. The powers 
that be at his label have opted to make that song his 
second release, but, in an act of daring —or perhaps 
even sheer insanity (“mad sick head nuh good” once 
again)—they have also remixed the original rap tune 
on top of a dancehall riddim (the Coolie Dance riddim) 
for video and radio release. A sign of the times, per- 
haps? 

Even Trinidad & Tobago’s Machel Montano and 
Xtatic, one of the top soca bands in the business, have 
adopted the terminology. Their hit tune for this year’s 
Carnival, “Insanity,” features the chorus “right now we 
!”—a poignant phrase 


get mad, everybody head gone! 
One Eyed Jack’s is Badass 


that only skims the surface when depicting the energy 
and pace of soca music. 3 Suns, the ragga soca bad 
boys, start their tunes with the line “ooh baby, you 
know we cra-a-ze-ee” before breaking into song with 
their own brand of soca with a dab of dancehall and 
hip hop in the mix. 

The expressions that emerge from the Caribbean 
are witty, clever and sometimes just bloody strange, but 
many of them are far too often lost in translation. I +» 
make no understatement in saying that when it comes 
to music in the Caribbean—from Martinique to 
Dominica to Barbados —it’s all about good vibes and _ 
capturing the essence of “mad sick, head nuh good.” 
Dancehall reggae music is “hot” right now, and it is an 
industry with enough creative energy and drive to sus- 
tain itself if it is ever let through the glass ceiling. I 
certainly hope that this is not a passing phase and that 
dancehall will continue to stay true to its roots. 

Higher level to bun out de devil! 


DJ Danish was last seen driving down Magazine Street 
attempting to find his head outside of an Uptown top 
rankin’ party. You can hear him spinning the top rid- 
dims every Wednesday night from midnight to 2 A.M. 
on WTUL 91.5 FM. His email address is 
dedanish@limers.com. 


For ten months, 615 Toulouse St. was silent and lifeless, the ancient “Cocktails” sign no longer a sight for sore 
eyes. But on a sultry Friday night, this once hallowed spot sprang to life once again. The love child of the Shim 
Sham Club and El Matador, One Eyed Jack’s opened it’s doors for the first time with a live burlesque extravagan- 
za. This place is going to blow up with hotness. It’s got the hipster chic and is also very classy —a melding of all 
the things we locals love about music and clubs in New Orleans. Viva la resistance! 

Past the familiar blood red curtains and a very mod bouncer, it’s hard to believe this spot used to be the 
home of the nasty, dirty, mess of fun that was the Shim Sham. The walls are upholstered in a deep red and gold 
baroque print, and gone is the awning that once hung over the bar. Instead, you'll find a highly polished cherry bar 
top with a gold register keeping tabs. Black velvet paintings can be recognized as the art from the El Matador. 
Other bits of El Matador history survived the move, such as its infamous circle-shaped bar from its main room. 

The second floor of One Eyed Jack’s will be opening as El Matador as soon as construction 
is finished, says Ryan Rio, the club’s owner. In a toast to the crowd, Rio explained that, 


“We did this for you guys, for New Orleans.” 


And he really, really means it. 


The Grand Opening celebration featured the music of the Sophisticats with 
live go-go dancing by the foxy Sophistikittens. The night also featured burlesque acts 
such as the world famous Pontani Sisters, Le Petite Fleur, Candy- TheTexas Tease, 

and many others. The show was hot, hot, hot and the classy strippers 
worked the crowd into a frenzy. There were familiar faces and some 
new ones too, but they were all smiling just the same. 
One Eyed Jack’s promises to be a fabulous new haunt, and 
4 the lineup for the next two months is packed with favorites. 


-- Miss Cass 
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"selves in lyricism that seems out-of-place 
in a timeless sort of way. After the show, 


Ratty Scurvies 


Aprit 18th, 2004 
fii-ho Lounge 


Ratty Scurvics show is insane. He’s a local one 
man organ band who plays snare and bass drums with 
his feet and has a shadow puppet show projected on a 
sheet behind him. Obviously with the puppets and the 
one man organ set up, Scurvics’ schtick sounds like a 
Quinton rip-off, and Quintron definitely appears to be a 
main influence on Scurvics’ songwriting. Yet Scurvics 
is anything but a stale imitation. The great thing about 
his songs are that they evolves the New Orleans sound. 
In the most general description, he’s like gutterpunk 
Quinton. The drumming is harder, the organ is more 
distorted, and the songs, though dancey, are structured 
more like rock songs than dance tracks. 

A lot of local bands are great, but most sound like 
they could have come from anywhere in the county. 
Ratty Scurvics has completely digested our surrounding 
culture and made an original artistic reaction to it. 


-Rob Bryant 


(smog), Joanna Newsom, and Silent Cinema 


Aprit eth, 2004 
The Mermaid Lounge 


I arrived near the end of Silent Cinema’s set, a 
band I’ve seen before but never quite paid so much 
attention to. They’re pretty, delicate, and sort of Saddle 
Creek-ish. The only moment I remember clearly was 
their cover of Low’s ‘Sunflower”, which, while appro- 
priate, strayed very little from the original in mood. 

Next up was Joanna Newsom, who recently 
released an album on Drag City Records called The 
Milk-Eyed Mender. She played alone, armed only with 
her voice and a harp, although her merch-table worker 
accompanied her for one song. At the very beginning 
of her show, the crowd seemed rightfully skeptical as 
they watched her take the stage clapping and singing 
without any accompaniment. But from the moment she 
sat down and started playing her harp, she began to win 
over the audience. While I didn’t know any of her 
songs (neither, I would presume, did many of the other 
people in the Mermaid), I was totally blown away. Her 
voice is an odd hybrid of Bjork, Alanis Morrisette and 
Colin Melloy of the Decemberists. Trust me, ‘tis a lot 
more appealing than it sounds. Her songs, accompanied 
only by some very tasteful harp-playing, wrap them- 


she got a good 6 minutes of applause and 
her merchandise table was mobbed. If you get the 
chance to go see her, go at all cost. 

After that, Bill Callahan could do little to justify 
(smog)’s presence as headlining act. Accompanied only 
by an electric guitar and his disinterest, he ran through 
some by-the-numbers (smog) tunes, highlighted by an 
unexpected rendition of “Justice Aversion”. Shortly 
after that, many of the concert-goers, including myself, 
began drifting out of the packed house. 

I have yet to see a (smog) show that justifies the 
cost. Joanna Newsom, on the other hand, was fantastic 
and worth every cent of the $10 admission. Go see her. 
Go buy her album, The Milk-Eyed Mender on Drag 
City Records. She’s an amazing talent. 

— Phil Rollins 


Liars / young people / get hustle 


April 13, 2004 


Mermaid tounge 

I was a bit skeptical when I pulled up to the 
Mermaid and saw a tour bus parked outside. Why 
would the Liars need a tour bus? Regardless, I arrived 
just in time to catch the second half of get hustle’s 
opening set. Tribal drumming and grooving keys were 
consistent throughout their songs. The lead singer’s 
performance brought Jim Morrison to mind, except in 
female form. Young People were up next and they put 
on a great show that surpassed any of their recordings 
that I have heard. The lead singer’s voice fit perfectly 
within their tight sparse songs. Finally, the big boys 
were up at bat, my confusion over the Liars tour bus 
scenario was furthered when I saw what appeared to be 
“roadies” setting up for them. After observing these t! 
our henchmen perform ridiculous tasks for way to long, 
the drummer appeared from back stage in a sparkly sil- 
ver short dress. The start was promising, their second 
song, “There’s Always Room on the Broom” got the 
whole front of the crowd shaking it. Unfortunately, this 
was the best they had to offer. Besides a couple of 
stand out tracks later on, their set was mostly muddled 
with noisy, feedback-heavy loop driven songs. After the 
show, I began to wonder if the big tour bus and unnec- 
essary roadies were somehow supposed to be a twisted 
joke. As if they were trying to tell us, “Haha, look at 
us, we are big rock stars now.” If that is the case, it 
wasn’t very funny, just ridiculous. Looks like the joke 
is on them. 
-Sergio Padilla 
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Madvillian 
Maavillainy 
Stones Throw Records 


About three years ago, I 
nearly shit myself when I read 
that Madlib and MF Doom 
were going to be collaborating 
on a project. (In fact, I did shit myself three years ago, but 
from unrelated causes.) Since that day, I have been waiting 
hour by hour for this bitch to be released. Well, actually, I 
had completely forgotten about it, but then I saw the record at 
a store and I remembered. But don’t think that either artist 
has been stagnant—between the two of them, they’ve been a 
part of at least eight albums just in this past year. This is 
mostly due to the fact that these guys have more aliases then 
an internet chatroom pedophile — Quasimoto, “O,” King 
Geedorah, Zev Love X, Viktor Vaughn, Mister Fantastic, and 
Metal Face, just to list a few. 

Additionally, this album has been particularly hyped up 
in the last year or so due to a bootleg copy of the record that 
was leaked onto the internet. Personally, I don’t get why peo- 
ple would want to get involved with that. It’s sort of like 
looking through your mom’s underwear drawer to find your 
Christmas presents, and then when Christmas comes, you 
have to act all surprised when you open up that box of 100 
chocolate bars even though you’re fucking lactose intolerant. 
I hate you dad. Anyways, the official album comes with 
eight additional tracks and is fully re-mastered, so all you 
bastards who have illegal copies still have to go out and buy 
it. 

As far as the album goes, it easily surpasses all expecta- 
tions. This shit is off the hook like a phone receiver with 
wanderlust. Madlib handles the beats and production, and 
anyone who’s heard of him knows he can throw together 
some pretty heavy loops. What’s crazy about this album is 
that most of it was put together on the simplest sampling 
equipment. For example, “Strange Ways” was produced in a 
Brazilian hotel room with a plastic portable turntable, a Boss 
SP — 303 sampler, and was fucking mastered onto a cassette 
deck. The rest was put together “live,” so to speak, meaning 
that none of the individual beats or samples that made up the 
tracks were saved. Because of that, once the tracks were put 
together, they couldn’t be manipulated or remixed at all. As 
Doom put it in an interview, “Madlib painted the beat exactly 
as he envisioned it. Nobody can tamper with it after that. So I 
worked with it. I seen how he had his piece and I’m like, 
“Word. He did the beat. I’m going to do the rhyme exactly 
specified for the way it is right there. Nothing changed.’” 
That’s fucking intense like camping trips, especially when 
you hear how thick some of the tracks are. I think the only 
reason that Doom is able to pull this off is because he’s a 
complete schizophrenic. “Fancy Clown” will soon become 
the bipolar hip hop anthem, as it’s MC Daniel Dumile as MF 
Doom rapping as Viktor Vaughn talking about how Metalface 
(his other personality) is cheating with his girl. That makes 


about four layers of sexual self-incest, which is about as vul- 
gar as a DVDA donkey punch (DVDA = double vaginal, 
double anal. Come on, people, I shouldn’t have to explain 
this). 

The album continues to cover more subject matter than a 
600-level history class, ranging from girls with stank breath 
to smoking weed. Doom’s unorthodox style and multiple per- 
sonalities coincide with the spectrum of sounds Madlib cre- 
ates. Wildchild (of the Lootpack) makes a guest appearance 
on “Hardcore Hustle,” and raps faster than an ADHD manic 
depressant on speed (and that’s fast). 

Like a good Chinese dinner, this album takes a while to 
digest, plus you don’t have to deal with the diarrhea. The 
more you listen to it, the more you realize that this thing is 
stitched together with myriad (thanks dictionary.com!) differ- 
ent layers. The CD version even has a comic book style video 
to “All Caps,” serving as a precursor to this heavily-themed 
beast. Madvillainy easily gets my pick as album of Mardi 
Gras 2013, and seriously, is one of the best albums I’ve heard 
in a long time. The stagnant world of hip hop needs shit like 
this, so support good music and pick it up with a quickness. 
13 out of 5 shiny thumbs up. 

— Coupon 


Mission of Burma 
OnOffOn 
Matador Records 


Well, as a devoted fan, 
I’m very happy to be able to 
say that the new offering by 


MISSION OF BURMA 
Mission of Burma will not 


only please old devotees, but it ig ) 


should be able to convert new fans as well. After 20 years 
off, these Boston-bred post-punkers, who often find their 
name rightfully thrown in with the likes of Sonic Youth, 
Gang of Four, Wire, Pere Ubu, and Husker Du, have, quite 
incredibly, managed to maintain their original sound. The 
band’s sole newcomer, Bob Weston, formerly of Volcano 
Suns and Shellac, who has taken the place of original mem- 
ber Martin Swope, definitely deserves some gratitude for his 
incredible work as the album’s engineer, creating a release 
that contains a great deal of musical clarity. During their 
time away from the band, drummer Peter Prescott and bassist 
Clint Conley developed their songwriting skills, and the new 
album is very reflective of this new focus. Guitarist Roger 
Miller no longer has such a dominating presence, and the 
songs, overall, are much more democratic. The drum rolls 
and breaks have more freedom, more vocal harmonies have 
been added, and even the tape loops have moments of promi- 
nence in the mix. The collaborative nature works-great over- 
all, but it also, at times, overwhelming. 

To be honest, I could really do without the songs written 
by Peter Prescott. They feature exaggerated vocal phrases 
that just don’t fit in with the band’s more understated, non- 
power-chord-based tendencies. Case in point is “The 
Enthusiast,” which is simply the album’s biggest misstep. 
First off, the song relies too much on simple guitar harmon- 
ics, an overused trick employed by anyone who has just start- 


ed playing guitar. More glaringly, the vocal phrasing and 
lyrical content reminded me so much of Andrew WK that I 
almost had to reach for a towel. His other two songs, “Fake 

- Blood” and “Absent Mind,” do not drift again into such 
obnoxiousness, but still fail to distinguish themselves in any 
large respect. 

As expected, Roger Miller’s compositions conform to 
the signature sound that he created for himself so many years 
ago as Mission of Burma’s leader. However, anyone familiar 
with his solo work, particularly Elemental Guitar, will find 
many similarities there as well. While his songs in Mission 
of Burma were often declamatory, they never dipped into the 
cheesy wordplay that sometimes tainted his solo albums. 
Evidence of this carryover exists on “Wounded World,” 
which takes a great riff and builds it into an explosive 
anthem, only to somehow invalidate what should have been a 
standout track by blowing the ending. It’s tough to imagine 
how after masterfully constructing an amazing song, he chose 
to end it with a tacky stop/start breakdown interspersed with 
whispered readings of the title. Even a listless trail-off, such 
as those employed by the Strokes on /s This /t?, would be 
preferable on this song. “Falling,” however, features a beau- 
tiful melody, soaring guitar, no letdowns, and is the de-facto 
best track on the album. The album’s leadoff track, “The 
Setup,” sounds very much like “Secrets,” the leadoff track of 
on of their classic release Vs. “Max Ernst’s Dream” and 
“Into the Fire” are also standout cuts worthy of attention. 
Fans of Miller’s punk songs like “That’s How I Escaped My 
Certain Fate” will, however, feel shortchanged, for the closest 
Miller comes to his hardcore side is on the track “Playland.” 
Finally, “Fever Moon” reminds me quite a bit of 
“Weatherbox” from Vs. 

Clint Conley’s two releases with Consonant, a sideband 
he has led during the last couple of years, have really given 
him an advantage in terms of songwriting practice and confi- 
dence. “What We Really Were” is co-written with Holly 
Anderson, his partner from Consonant. The ballad 
“Prepared” is more delicate and introspective than anything 
Mission of Burma has ever released before, and the track is 
so moving that 15 seconds of silence are added before the 
beginning of the next track so that the listener can emotional- 
ly recover. “Hunt Again” is pure Burma material, and would 
be considered a rip-off of older Conley material such as 
“Mica” if it wasn’t genuinely his. “Dirt” has an agile verse a 
la Bob Mould, followed with a chorus R.E.M. probably wish- 
es they had written and stuck somewhere on Monster. This 
combination of jumping chords and poignancy makes it the 
second best song on OnOffOn. With playful cowbells, disso- 
nant guitars on the verse followed by hokey melodies later, it 
is almost a crime how well “Nicotine Bomb” builds into a 
shout along chorus. By the time the cheap synth riffing 
bounces into the mix towards the end, you should be too 
busy humming to yourself to notice. 

For those of us not born until the original Mission of 
Burma had already broken up, the CD, concerts, and upcom- 
ing DVD will be as close as we can get to experiencing the 
real thing. The quality of the new music is so good that it 
should soothe notions of feeling left out. While the time they 
spent apart was long, at least we didn’t have to suffer through 
leanings toward alt-country, techno, or grunge that the mem- 


bers might have resorted to in search of “something new.” 
Instead, they’ve wonderfully been able to maintain the focus 
and quality of their music and pick up where they left off 
despite the many personal changes in their lives. And for the 
fans, there’s nothing more welcome. 

— Dustin Janes 


Various Artists 
Goodbye Babylon Box Set 
Dust to Digital 


.. the people could not discern 
the noise of the shout of joy from 
the noise of the weeping of the 
people: for the people shouted 
with a loud shout, and the noise was heard afar off. —Ezra: 
3:13. 


Holy fucking shit! This set is a labor of love and defi- 
nitely no mistake. What you get is five discs of what can be 
called devotional music and another disc of sermons. In this 
set you will find the roots of most popular music of the last 
100 years—music of struggle, survival and transcendence. 
The compiler of this epic box set, a man by the name Steven 
Lance Ledbetter, deserves to be sainted, lauded, knighted, 
and have his feet washed by virgins. The packaging, too, 
cannot be overlooked—six shimmering discs, wrapped in 
cotton, at rest ina maple box. Not dead, but merely asleep. 
Select any one, however, put in your disc changer, then press 
play, and watch them live again! The clarity of the music’s 
sound is at times, well, miraculous, but enough grit remains 
to illustrate from whence cometh the pearl. The name of the 
label that released this gem really says it all—‘‘Dust to 
Digital” indeed. 

Sure, you get your blues luminaries like Blind Willie 
McTell, Skip James, Blind Lemon Jefferson, Jaybird 
Coleman, and Blind Willie Johnson in this set. True, you’ll 
find country music legends like The Louvin Brothers, The 
Carter Family, Flatt & Scruggs, and Hank Williams here too. 
But what speaks most highly of the set is the fact that even if 
you erased the efforts of those well-known names, this col- 
lection would still be a work of total genius. I reckon every 
artist featured on this fantastic compilation spent some time 
being poor and hungry, and surely their everyday world was 
even more divided than ours. Yet the sounds they urgently 
and skillfully created come across as free of any social, eco- 
nomic, and even racial boundaries, and become part of a 
blissful musical pilgrimage. 

To try to give you an idea of the breadth and quality of 
this package, let me give nods to the western-barbershop of 
The Blue Sky Boys, the smooth blues of Joshua White (as 
cool as anything Lonnie Johnson or Charles Brown ever 
recorded), the hot jazz of Sam Morgan’s band, as well as the 
gospel tracks by Mahalia Jackson and the magnificent, hero- 
ic, one-and-only Washington Phillips, whose solo album “T 
Was Born To Preach The Gospel” is, for me, one of the finest 
outpourings in any genre. 

But it definitely does not stop there. Lest we forget, 
there is kazoo, harmonica, and banjo to be found. There are 
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full-on choirs, a cappella quartets, boogie-woogie pianos, 
train songs, work songs, and hot jump-blues. The Carlisle 
Brothers do pedal-steel powered gospel; The Roaring Lion 
does calypso call-and-response; Rev. Anderson Johnson adds 
funk to his religion; and Hallelujah Joe’s “The Prodigal 
Returns” shows us one root of the blues classic “The Things I 
Used To Do.” 

Furthermore, if there is a better recording anywhere for 
voice, flute and handclaps than Bessie Jones & the Sea Island 
Singers’ “O Day,” I beg you to cough up the info. Charles 
Butts’ Sacred Singers offer what amounts to a virtual rhyth- 
mic blues madrigal, all the better for being almost completely 
indecipherable. It is important to realize, however, that in 
describing these choice cuts, I’ve barely scratched the surface 
of this mesmerizing collection. 

The final disc is a bountiful harvest of sermons —defi- 
nitely no WASP snooze-a-long here. Perish the thought! For 
example, Rev. J.M. Gates gives us “Getting’ Ready For 
Christmas Day” which might be the most extreme example of 
testifying and witnessing call-and-response ever recorded, as 
he gets (yeah) a witness (alright) after (that’s right) nearly 
(say it) every (that’s true) word (glory!). Lastly, let me beg 
you to not die without hearing Rev. A.W. Nix’ “Black 
Diamond Express To Hell,” which is divided into two parts — 
he stops the train to take on more brimstone! I don’t know 
about you but if I must stomach Christianity, it had better be 
a good Old Testament rant seasoned with the fabulous book 
of Revelation (once referred to by author Will Self as “a sick 
text,” and he should know). Throw some hot chiming instru- 
mentation, like fiddle, harmonica, or preferably mean slide 
guitar, with a load of harmonious wailing or some spunky 
handclaps into the mix and I’m as happy as a bearded sandal- 
fancier at the weekly stoning. Throughout Goodbye Babylon, 
the sweet spiritual flights are not only excellent, but also bal- 
anced with plenty of top-notch ranting by people who could 
show Mark E. Smith a trick or two. The indestructible spirit 
and unquenchable power of this music will be evident cen- 
turies from now. I'll bet that if your descendents discovered 
these recordings in your belongings 300 years from today, 
they’d think you the coolest ancestor they ever had. Of 
course, lyrically, there are plenty of references to Jesus and 
God, but if a Zen Pantheist wretch like me can get past that, 
there’s hope for you, too. 

—Rev. D. E. Dwards 


Coco Rosie 
La Maison de Mon Reve 
Touch & Go 


Stolen waters are sweet, and bread 
eaten in secret is sweet. —Proverbs: 
9:17 


Back from the Piggly Wiggly, Lucille Bogan reclines a 
la bathtub. An engorged serpent of unknown origin exits her 
body, orifice unspecified. It moves from the Mississippi Delta 
to Morocco and back for decades, over hollow guitars, sand, 
prostitutes’ belts, hot cross buns, valve radios, children’s toys 
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wrapped for Christmas Day, through long grass covering lost 
baseballs, and under dusty bibles, before giving Betty Boop, 

Mildred Miller, Memphis Minnie, Minnie Mouse, Catherine 

Rincon, Maria Callas, and Alvin and The Chipmunks the old 
in and out. ‘ 

More than half a century of reptilian twists and turns 
later—a mere moment in engorged serpent years—the slither- 
ing visitor submerges itself into a Parisian bathtub, entering 
the vagina of one recently reunited sister, and then another, 
infecting their borrowed dreams with delirious spiritual imag- 
inings, forgotten operatic echoes, a loosely shared rural blues 
rhythm and a demented domesticity. Subsequent weeping, 
wailing and gnashing of teeth is documented by the sisters’ 
malfunctioning telephone answering machine (for which they 
have still not paid a Mr. Banhart) which records everything: 
rain, pipes, bottles, Morse code percussion, cans, metal belts, 
sirens, flute, toy and real piano, fingered acoustic guitar, 
nursery rhyme croaking, a popping cork, blues groaning, 
operatic sighing, metal scrapes, soprano squeals, synth blips, 
cutlery on plates, found speech, deboraharobed la-la-la’s, 
crowing, kettles, a train, and roadwork from the street. 

Against this backdrop, the sisters’ existential lyrical 
vomit, hallucinogenic twanging and ghost-wired harmonizing 
possess an odd facility to transport a listener to points along 
the path of the zigzag wandering serpent. As could be expect- 
ed, the sisters deny this version of events. Even if it could be 
proven, under French law they could not be prevented from 
leaving the bathroom. Is the intruder purged or merely placat- 
ed? Should we shun the siblings? Do we question the 
authenticity of their recording? Will you, like me, listen 
intently to the tapes for clues, filling any blanks from your 
own imagination, and later gape at their exalted freakishness? 
Some, including a good friend of mine, have begun taking 
baths night and day, insisting that they feel “dirty.” 


For the lips of a strange woman drop as a honeycomb, and 
her mouth is smoother than oil: But her end is as bitter as 
wormwood, sharp as a two-edged sword. 

—Proverbs: 5:3:4 


— Johnny Arrondisement 


Wilco 
A Ghost is Born 
Nonesuch Records 


In what is quickly 
becoming Wilco tradition, 
their upcoming album, A 
Ghost is Born, was leaked to the Internet about 3 Ssoths 
before the release date. Also in keeping with Wilco tradition, 
the band decided to, instead of whining and complaining, 
stream the album from their website. And, now, in a similar 
spirit, a (p)review of the album that isn’t even close to being 
released. 

The album begins on a decidedly strange note, with the 
slow-burning “At Least That’s What You Said,” a track that 
goes straight from Harvest-era Neil Young pianos to Crazy 
Horse guitars in the last three or so minutes. I have no prob- 


lem with this, and neither should you. The second track, 
“Hell is Chrome,” keeps the piano-guitar-whispered-vocal 
form, though with a progression that surprised me at first, but 
eventually made perfect sense. The images of Tweedy’s 
chrome devil and a hell that is “so precise and tiring” seems 
to me to be the quintessential Wilco image to date, demon- 
strating Tweedy’s ability to incorporate more narrative into 
his lyrics without losing the absurdist edge that, made Yankee 
Hotel Foxtrot so surreally welcoming. 

The album’s first minor misstep comes with the live-pre- 
viewed track “Spiders (Kidsmoke)”, which sounds like an 
outtake from Neu! 2 before the studio ate the tape. The beat 
has a mechanical bounce that goes on far too long before 
reaching into the bridge for an appealing melody. While 
“Spiders” has its bright spots and a decent groove, it drags on 
well past its welcome and into the over-proggy 10+ minute 
range of fuzzed-out noodling. Things come back quickly, 
however, with the magnificently titled “Muzzle of Bees” — 
the purest marriage of Wilco’s Mermaid Avenue Guthrie- 
instrumentals and YHF’s atmospherics. Tracks like 
“Hummingbird”, “Wishful Thinking”, and “Company in My 
Back” coast along on a similar aesthetic to varying degrees of 
success. While “Wishful Thinking” borders on the pithy 
(“Where would we be without wishful thinking?’’), 
“Company” makes excellent use of a Wilco chorus, some- 
thing that’s becoming rarer and rarer these days. And there is 
no more singalongable line on this album than “holy shit/ 
there’s a company in my back.” 

“I’m a Wheel” is one of only two songs on this album 
that really stomp, and the first Wilco track to do so since 
Summerteeth’s “I’m Always in Love” (albeit again, with 
more Neu! in the drums) — if you can forgive the absolutely 
atrocious “123456789/Once in Germany someone said 
‘nein,’ that mars the verses. Album-closer “The Late 
Greats” moves along wonderfully, but it is an odd choice for 
the last track, especially when considering the fact that it 
comes on the heels of the album’s truly monumental waste of 
time, “Less Than You Think.” A 15 minute exercise in point- 
lessness, the track attempts to marry the more straightforward 
instrumentation of this album with the O’Rourkeian Cornet 
Project sound effects of YHF. The song itself sounds pleasant 
enough, if a bit in debt to Tweedy’s own “Reservations,” with 
a good 12 minutes of feedback-and-static bastardization at 
the end. Why? It’s a forced return to a YHF trick that didn’t 
need to be done here. If I wanted a Tod Dockstader album, 
I’d buy it. But I want a Wilco album, so I’m going to steal it 


’ from the Internet. 


Slight indulgence aside, Wilco has pulled out another 
fantastic album. While it’s not the leap in exploratory song- 
writing that was Summerteeth to Yankee Hotel Foxtrot (it — 
would be ridiculous to expect that), it is an album full of 
great songs that prove that Tweedy can do it without Bennett, 
and that the band isn’t willing to stand upon the much-lauded 
YHF. Wilco don’t yet crib from Neu! as well as Radiohead 
crib from Can, but they’re getting there — and securing their 
place as the best big American band of their time along the 
way. 

- —Phil Rollins 


_ The One AM Radio, A Name Writ in Water 


a s 


the short stack. 


This is one of those releases that 
comes along every once in a 
while that really makes all the 
piles of shitty CD’s we have to 
go through worth it. Hrishkesh 
Hirway is the guy behind One 
AM Radio, and this record is a 
winner. I guess the closest thing 
to namecheck here would be 
Hood, but that’s not really too close. Hirway uses laptop, 
along with live guitar, stand up bass, violin, and some per- 
cussion to create a delicate thing of beauty. Far from super- 
ficial though, his lyrics are substantive but not overbearing. 
In a way, it’s in the middle of Nick. Drake, Her Space 
Holiday, The Notwist, Hood, Four Tet, and Low. This is 
er a tender, understated stuff, but once it gets in your head it’s 


sy going to be staying for a bit. 


Grass of Tunnel” or “We Have a Map of the Piano.” The 
good news is that the new Mum record is delicate, 
"nuanced, and amazing and definite step forward for the 
Icelandic trio, who lost a-vocalist when one of the sisters 
decided to return to her cello studies on a full time basis. 
The step forward they have taken is twofold. First,,they 
haye widened their sound palette noticeably, and second, 
they sound much more assured of themselves, which is a 
subtle distinction to make when discussing such delicate 
music, but a forceful one nonetheless. 


Atombombpocketknife, Lack and Pattern 

The third time’s definitely the charm for ABPK. This dark, 

brooding, angular record fucking rocks in all the right 

ways. It’s noisy like US Maple, and occasionally angular 

like Slint, but there’s so much going on here that it really 

isn’t fair to name check other bands. Dig in, it’s the pre-" 
apocalypse post-rock party right here. 


Sprites, Starling, Spiders, Tiger, and Sprites 

In the tradition of husband-and-wife-team Sisterhood of 
_ Convoluted Thinkers, Jason Korzen of the departed 
_ Barcelona steps out with the wife on this side project, 
Sprites. If you’re a fan of fun but not annoying indie rock 
with twee leanings, then you’ll really love this. Good clean 
_ fun from start to finish here. Recommended if you like 
olding hands, hanging out with your secret crush, and 
ickball. . 


Architecture in Helsinki, Fingers Crossed 

rchitecture in Helsinki is an Australian ensemble that 
takes the aesthetic of Broken Social Scene and melds it 
with the sweet pop strains of bands like Call and Response, 
The Magnetic Fields, Sisterhood of Convoluted Thinkers, 
Gentle Waves, and so on. This is highly accomplished pop 
music with a wide variety of instruments arranged in vari- 
ous configurations, achieving near pop perfection. Each 
song is so good that it makes you wonder how the next one 
will top it, but it happens.’ This is one of those breezy, 
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summery records that you just can’t put down. This is most 
certainly a band to keep an eye on for the future. 


Devendra Banhart, Rejoicing in the Hands 

Even though you would very much think the opposite, I am 
assured that Devendra Banhart is one hundred percent sin- 
cere, and possesses not a single shred of postmodern irony. In 
that light, this collection of sixteen new songs only seems all 
the more fascinating. The young Texan no longer has the ele- 
ment of surprise, as many people are now familiar with his 
‘distinctive singing voice and guitar style (anyone hear the 
NPR special?).The upside is, along with this notoriety came 
the opportunity to record a bunch of songs with Lynn Bridges 
in an intimate setting with some vintage analog equipment. 
Gone is the lo-fi hiss of his first work, and what remains is 
nothing short of amazing. Any lover of old blues and blue- 
grass will certainly recognize the rich tradition embodied in 
is picking, and his vocals are a bit more assured, making fo 
_a compelling, beautiful, damaged, but sadly too short, album 
Darker than Sufjan Stevens, more grounded musically than 
Greg Ashley, and lyrically superior to Iron and Wine, Banhart 
_really is the top dog of the pack. The kid just has that much 
talent. There is also a nice duet on here with the recently 
reactivated English folk singer Vashti Bunyan. 


! / Out Hud, Split EP 

Not to be too hipster for ya, but, uh, I had this on vinyl many 
years ago and so I was curious when it came across the music 
desk récently. I guess with !!!’s rise to hipularity and Out 
Hud being on Kranky, the already-hot GSL label decided it 
Was time for the reissue treatment for the kids who don’t 
have a turntable. Out. Hud’s three cuts are a bit less polished 
and a bit more dance-y than their ‘Street Dad’ record, though 
many aural similarities are evident. The real treat for most 


shaking good one on par with the two from the Touch and Go 
EP. 


Of Montreal, Satanic Panic in the Attic 
The sad and nasty demise of the Kindercore label scattered 
some good bands all over the map, and Of Montreal landed 


at the unlikely doorstep of Illinois’ Polyvinyl Records, home 


of Rainer Maria, Mates of State, and many other indie rock 
acts. Of Montreal’s big, psychedelic, Elephant Six pop is 


ep being some errant keyboard sounds and misplaced drum 


| mended for fans of Olivia Tremor Control, Neutral Milk 
Hotel, The Gerbils, and so on. 


‘Modest Mouse is without question one of the most widely 
nown indie bands of the past few years, even though they 
have yet to crack into the commercial airplay realm, and 
most likely never will unless they score the hit song for __ 
“Breakfast Club 2” or something. I don’t really care that they 
are on a major, or that there are plenty of people who have 
Modest Mouse and a bunch of 311 in the same collection. 
What I do care about is that the band keeps up the level of 
quality that they showed on the excellent EP Everywhere and 
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will be hearing this older !!! song for the first time. It’s an ass © 


tact and shimmering on this new record, with the sole mis- | 


machine issues. Overall, this is a pleasant listen and is recom- : 


Modest Mouse, Good News for People Who Like Bad News — 


his Nasty Parlour Tricks from a few years ago. And sadly, 
this new release only momentarily reaches those heights. A 
lot of these cuts just aren’t good enough for where this band 
should be after so many releases. Their debut and early 7’’s 
are still classic, regardless of how many “uncool” people dig 
on Modest Mouse now. 


Es 


David Byrne, Grown Backwards 

_ Former Talking Head David Byrne delivers a great effort here 

with his new record. His immediately recognizable voice is 

’ backed up by well-played and well thought out instrumenta- 
tion that should please fans of “mature” pop music. The 
arrangements vary from strings to horns and back again, and 

~ everything is smartly done throughout the record. Byrne has 

_ always had a way with words, and the lyrics on this release 

_ will only add to his reputation. 


Sticks and Stones, Shed Grace 

Man is this a good album from Josh Abrams, Chad Taylor, 

_ and Matana Robert’! This trio knows their history, all the 
while pointing the way towards the future of modern jazz. 
Artists like Evan Parker, Ken Vandermark, and Chicago 
Underground will come to mind, and the latter is by far the 
trongest parallel to be drawn. This is really great stuff, as all 
the Chicago jazz is for the most part. Damn, I want to be in 
he Empty Bottle or The Green Mill enjoying this live! Josh 
Abrams’ bass playing is particularly i throughout this 
release. 


Baby Dayliner, High Heart & Low Estate 

Baby Dayliner is bound to be a star. Think Peaches, Har Mar 
Superstar, and Bobby Conn all rolled up into one, but much 
more refined. He’s opened for Quintron already, and I am 
sure he will again if he comes through New Orleans on his 
upcoming massive tour. This is not campy —well, not overly- 
campy —and it’s kind of a serious approach to non-serious- 
ness, if that makes any sense to you. 


' Tortoise, It’s All Around You 
_ Tortoise is back with their highly anticipated and long-over- 


~ due 5‘ effort, /t’s All Around You, on the esteemed Thrill 

_ Jockey label. Much like the Blonde Redhead record, after one 
_ listen you are almost ready to forgive the boys for being 

» away for so long. Tortoise’s excuse is that their members are 
involved in tons of side work, so they are more apt to be for- 
given for taking upwards of 3 years to get this bad boy out on 
the streets. This is great stuff, further blurring the lines 
between rock, dub, and jazz. This is clearly a step forward for 
the band, in all directions. The spacious quality of this’ 
record recalls their pre-Standards work, specifically some of 
_ the cuts on TNT. Also, the guys employ chanteuse Kelly 

_ Hogan to add some light vocals to a cut here, which hasn’t 
been seen since their “Lonesome Sound” seven-inch. For the 
uninitiated, think Weather Report meets Boards of Canada. 
Calexico, Convict Pool EP 

Calexico, near and dear to our hearts from their recent 
Marathon show, offers up this EP of three covers and three 
originals. The covers are of Arthur Lee and Love, Francoiz 


Breut, and the Minutemen. All six songs are great, as you 
might expect. I am beginning to wonder if these masters of 
the desert are even capable of putting out a bad song. 


Bear while covering Beefheart. Definitely a difficult, but ulti- 
mately rewarding, listen. 


Iff{HadAHiFi, No More Music 
Hailing from the ultra-hip Brooklyn neighborhood known as 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, If[HadAHiFi plays jagged noise rock 
akin to the Liars, mixed in with the messy punk of Truman’s 
Water and synth hits of The Planet The. While not too 

catchy, this band is hott and should start touring more. = 


Dead Moon, Dead Ahead 
Dead Moon has been around since about 1987, fronted by 
Fred Cole and his wife. Based out of Oregon, they have been 
"making trash rock ever since, with their notoriety quite a bit 
larger in Europe than stateside. Their Sub Pop single was 
about as big as they got with a wider rock audience, but they 
. have a fiercely devoted—although small—core following. 
Their live shows are legendary, playing until the candle runs 
out literally. This new record of theirs caught me off guard 
when it came in the mail, because I hadn’t thought of them in 
years. This is a great, great record, but the production is pret- 
ty hurting at times — but that’s just how they do it. This is 
straight up rock and roll and there isn’t any hipness to it, but 
these old folks can kick out the fucking jams, but still slow it 
_ down when they have to. 


Kenny Wheeler, Song for Someone 
This reissue on Evan Parker’s Psi label is quite the unexpect- 
ed treat. Trumpet player Kenny Wheeler, over the course of 
two days back in 1973, fronted a huge jazz ensemble (boast- 
ing some pretty big names, most notably Derek Bailey and 
Evan Parker) and the finished product is these six cuts. For 

_the ensemble being as large as it is, this really doesn’t sound 

cluttered, or, for that matter, dated. I am way fonder of this 

- than any of the other Psi stuff out to date, with all due respect 

o the talented Evan Parker. If you like the fusion era of 

Miles Davis but you want to hold on somewhat to his earlier 

days, then you'll just love this as I do. 


Squarepusher, Ultravisitor 

Tom Jenkinson, also known as Squarepusher, has really gone 
the extra mile in offering up his new record, Ultravisitor, on 
_ Warp Records. His jazzy drum-n-bass influenced electronica 
"has long been a favorite in the intelligent techno scene, and 

., his record should continue that trend. He opens things up 
with a nice, upbeat rocker reminiscent of some of his earlier 
work, and revisits this sound here and there on the record. 
There are new touches to the sound though. Ominous keys 
give some tracks a vibe like some of the old Roy Budd scores 
that were recently reissued. One thing I notice here is how he 
seems to be looking for a separation of his influences on 
many cuts, like the post-rockin’third cut. Overall, this is 
ambitious stuff indeed. 


Fred Anderson & Hamid Drake, Back Together Again 
Fred Anderson is a well-respected Chicago saxophonist. 
wen Hamid Drake is an equally-respected drummer/percussionist, 
also from Chicago. I knew Drake was born in Monroe, 
Louisiana, but it turns out Anderson was too. What d’ya 
know. Here we have the latest collaboration between the two 
jazz greats, recorded by Tortoise’s John McEntire. Strangely 
enough, for all the times the two have worked together 
(including a show at The Blue Nile), this is their first studio 
collaboration as a duo. 


The Album Leaf, Seal Beach 
Anyone who caught The Album Leaf opening for Sigur Ros, 
or saw their gig with American Analog Set and DJ Name, 
will certainly remember the majestic opening cut of this new 
import EP, available from Spain’s Acuarela label, or from 
Insound, or from the band on tour. Jimmy Lavalle is talented, 
and these five cuts won’t remove anything from that claim. 
Nice, languid instrumentals with a tiny bit of indie rock back- 
bone and splashes of IDM combine to form a nice soundtrack 
to irreverent springtime fun. 


Sisterhood of Convoluted Thinkers, Better Days, Coming 
-_ Now 
I always overlook The Sisterhood of Convoluted Thinkers, 
and then every time I hear them I am all like “damn, that’s 
pretty smart stuff!” Well, once again, the longtime Teenbeat 
label band returns with their smarter-than-you-think indie pop 
meets Residents-style irreverence. There’san element of twee 
pop, from the sometimes silly lyrics to the minimal blippy 
; arrangements of some cuts. But then you have to remember 
>that musician/producer-extraordinaire Rob Christiansen is in 
this band, and expect that this is as varied as all the stuff he 
~ has been involved with from Tsunami to Eggs to Grenadine. 
This isn’t weird for weirdness sake; this is an indie rock 
record—but it’s definitely out there as far as indie rock goes. 


Vinny Miller, On the Block 
Sometimes a record comes along and it takes many, many lis- 
ens to get a hold on it. Well, I listened to this Vinny Miller 
record a shitload of times, and I am going to stop now and 

_ write this review even though I could give it another few lis- 
ens. He sounds a bit like Damien Jurado mixed with the guy 
from The Wolfgang Press, and the music is all over the place, 
- from fractured folk to fragile delicacy to full on rock. The 
range of recommended-if-you-likes here is staggeringly wide, 
and almost makes no sense: Calexico, Mountain Goats, 
Bobby Conn, Vincent Gallo, Reynols, Swell, and Fuck. Like 
I said, this is a difficult one. 


_ Amps for Christ, The People at Large 

Amps for Christ began as a solo outlet for one of the guys 
from Man is the Bastard, back around 1996 or so. 
Maintaining a hardcore influence but mixing it with tradition- 
al British Isles and Appalachian folk gave rise to what some 
called a ‘folkcore’ sound. | get a little Califone vibe from the 
guitar playing on many of these cuts, but this is a lot more all 
over the place sonically than is Califone. I guess people who 
like Xiu Xiu and older Mountain Goats might like this, and 
the second cut sounds like Tom Waits fronting Volcano the 


Jonny Greenwood, Bodysong 
Radiohead’s Jonny Greenwood easily locks up the award for 
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the most difficult major label album of the year to date. This instru- 
mental collection is the soundtrack to a film of the same name, and 
the only reason this saw major label release was due to 
Greenwood’s full time band, and that’s cool. The instrumentals here 
range from electronic to jazzy, and while they may not be as ‘out’ 
as the Thirsty Ear Blue Series, they’re still pretty decent. On a few 
of the cuts the Radiohead vibe clearly shines through too, but keep 
in mind they are instrumentals. All in all I find this to be good 
work. 
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Throbbing Gristle, Mutant TG 

Since it’s been a lifetime for most people since Throbbing Gristle 
turned the music world upside down, a few historical notes are in 
order. Back in the seventies, while the whole punk thing was going 
on in the UK, an even deeper underground was bubbling up over 
there, led at the forefront by Genesis P-Orridge (who later formed 
Psychic TV), Peter Christopherson (who later founded Coil), and 
Chris Carter and Cosey Tutti (later Chris and Cosey), collectively 
known as Throbbing Gristle (and rising from the demise of per- 
formance art troupe Coum Transmissions). Here, some of their cuts 
are remixed by some surprising names, and I say surprising because 
TG is mostly remembered as an influence in industrial music, 
though today’s industrial is nothing like early TG, which was a lot 
more of what post-punk fans today would like. Carl Craig is on 
board for two remixes, and you also get one from Warp’s Two Lone 
Swordsmen. However, possibly fittingly, the best work here is 
internal, coming from Carter and Tutti. If you’ve never heard any 
old TG, it’s worth checking out, and then come back and bust this. 


Or 
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Badawi, Clones and False Prophets 

Let’s just call this a meta-review and give a nod to David Foster 
Wallace. Or, maybe this review is my Pitchfork audition, because I 
am really just going to pretty much say random shit and leave you 
wondering what lies within. Well, I won’t be that hyperbolic, oops, 
wait, I’m no mathematician. Anyway, Raz Mesnai’s new record 
has officially stumped me after at least 4 listens. I usually like to 
get some sort of foothold for writing a review, but this record kept 
changing on me every time I played it over the period of a week or 
so. Mesnai rose up out of Williamsburg’s illbient scene back in the 
mid nineties, though I am sure he was doing other shit before that. 
He brings a lot of influences into his varied and exotic mix: it isn’t 
world music, though it’s in there. It isn’t IDM, though that’s in 
there as well. And it’s not indie rock, and believe it or not, that’s in 
there this time even. The record closes with the repetition of the 
word “confusion,” and it’s all too appropriate. 
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oo " Neko Case, Mendoza Line, The Myrtles 
ho Thursday, May 20th 
Aan MacKaye One Eyed Jack’s 


: h 
sday, April 27 y : a 
Nea Room 114, at Loyola University, 6 


I still can’t believe it actually happened. The Shim 
Sham Club—fine, call it One Eyed Jack’s if it makes 

ge You happy, but that'll make me think you’re talking 

~4 about a pirate-themed gay bar or something —is back in 
Egaction. For me, the Shim Sham was always just as 
#j0otable for its actual performance space as its decor 
and all-around vibe, and I couldn’t have been more 

a Hented to learn that a string of excellent shows has 

| already been penciled into the revamped venue’s 
schedule. The fact that Neko Case is performing also 
has special resonance for me, for I will always remem- 
ber her late-2002 performance on that stage, complete 
with her unforgettable tenor guitar and to-die-for coun- 
try drawl, as one of the best shows that the Shim Sham 
ever offered—and, believe me, they put on lots of 
damn good shows in their time. And if Neko’s on top 
of her game for her return, maybe I'll be willing to for- 
get that there were many months in between where 
nary a soul graced that fine stage. 


a good ol’ fashioned 
an MacKaye of Dischord Records. ES 
Threat fame. I plan to down a oe g 
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He’ ll probably be a dick about it, 
have to fight him afterwards. 
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end-only heroin user. 
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Tortoise, Beans, Ex-Models 


Sunday, May 224 
Twiropa 


bf I swear to you that there will be one hippy at this show for 
sievery single indie rocker. Tortoise just swings both ways 
like that. Just watch out for the hippies’ free love agenda 
colliding disastrously with the indie rockers’ cynical 
worldview —you don’t want to get involved in those pseu- 


*4\do-philosophical post-gig parking lot debates. 
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John Sinclair & the Blues Scholars 
Tuesday, April 27th 
Zeitgeist Multidisciplinary Arts Center 


Hella, Need New Body, Make Believe, Testaverde 


Wednesday, May 7th 
Banks Street Warehouse, 7 PM 


Maybe a lot a people will come to this show seeing that John 
Sinclair recently left New Orleans. After all, no one comes to 
local shows. But for now, let’s just pray that he’s not wearing 
his “JOHN LENNON WROTE A SONG ABOUT ME” t-shirt 
at the gig. I mean, come on, man. John Lennon wrote songs 
about lots of people. Also, you film geeks out there might 
want to get to the Zeitgeist early and check out the 7:30 
screening of the documentary MCS5.A True Testimonial. 
Apparently it’s a movie about a band or something. 


Damn! This show looks hella good! I’m already hella 
psyched! These bands are hella fresh! Get it? Hella! 

Like the name of the band. Hella. Okay, I’ll stop now. 
Rock that background, boys! 


Mike Watt and the Secondmen, Blackfire 
Revelation 

Sunday, May gth 

The Parish Room @HOB 


The last time that Mike Watt was in New Orleans was 
during last fall’s Voodoo Fest. It was one stop on a 
truly unforgettable tour, with Watt picking up bass 
duties for the late David Alexander in the highly antic- 
ipated reunion of Iggy and the Stooges. And if Iggy 
Pop picks you to be the fill-in for one of the most 
important bands in the history of punk rock, you know 
you’ve made a respectable career for yourself. This 


time around Mike will be promoting the release of his 
| qnewest disc, The Secondman’s Middle Stand, a rock 


_and roll opera of sorts that musically transcribes his 


' brush with death in 2000—more specifically, his 38- 


day-long fever that devastatingly culminated with an 
abscess bursting in his perineum. It’s always nice to 
not die. 


nswers 


The New Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival 


Friday, April 234 through Sunday, May 2"4 
Fairgrounds Racetrack 


For the most part, this is the kind of shit you want to avoid. But 
if you end up going for one reason or the other, you definitely 
aren’t gonna want to pay that hefty admission price. So I’m 
going to tell you what to do. First of all, though, you’re going to 
need to wear two t-shirts to the Fest, with a brightly colored t- 
shirt on the outside. You'll understand soon. Okay, now you go 


‘Hto the Fairgrounds, and stand about a hundred feet from where 


the volunteers are taking tickets. Start running as fast as you can, 


2jand don’t stop for any reason. Most likely, you'll scare the tick- 


et-takers as they see you approaching, but even if you don’t, they 
still won’t be able to handle your blazing speed. Barrel through 
whomever necessary, and keep on running until you’re the mid- 
dle of a crowd. Now take off that bright t-shirt and stuff it into 
your pocket just in case some security guards come looking for 
you. You'll be good to go—so go have fun listening to Harry 
Connick Jr., sucker! 
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